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One In The Sun 


Author's Notes: 
*inspired by the lynyrd skynyrd song one in the sun 


*for best results (if you want it to hit you in the feels really hard) then listen to the song while you read. 
*link to the song: https://openspotify.com/track/4g YXIHTImJBVKbmehSk0 TAY?si=Qdac44fTT e0emM_jHmLWTA 
*i marked it as slash bc there's slight hints, but it's not really too slashy at all. just general terror twin-ness. 
*it's depressing. i know. 


*i hope you enjoy. i love a comment if you'd be willing to leave one. 


| can't do it. 


I've been down and out for so long now, I've forgotten all my dreams. 


| look in the mirror, scrutinizing my messy blonde locks and the dark circles under my eyes. | can see my ribs. 
| need to shower, and shave, and sleep, and eat. And | need to drink less. 


| need a lot of things that aren't gonna happen. 

"Steve?" 

Phil bangs on the door like a maniac, and | ignore him. | look at myself again. | don't like what | see. l'm out of 
control, and | know it. don't know how to stop. | know I'm hurting people, | know I'm an alcoholic, and | know that 
sooner or later, something has to give. 

Something has to give, before | end up dead. Or maybe not. Maybe | was never meant to live on 

I'm not the one. It's not me. 

Since | became, I've wondered what I've become... 


The man looking back at me just might be me. 


| grip the edges of the sink, suddenly feeling dizzy. Dropping to my knees, | throw up what must be an entire 
bottle of Jack. Tears run down my face as | collapse against the wall. 


"Steve, open up!" 


Phil probably needs his suitcase, as this room is his just as much as it's mine. But | don't want him to see me 


like this. 


| drag myself to my feet and stumble out of the bathroom, tripping over a pair of jeans and landing painfully 
on the floor. 


| need a drink 
"Stephen Maynard Clark, open that fucking door right now!" 


Grabbing the corner of the nightstand, | pull myself up and swipe my half empty bottle of vodka and gulp down 


more than | should. 


"Steve, what the.." The door hangs loose and crooked on the hinges as Phil trails off, taking in the sorry sight 


that | know | must be. It's not me, its not me, its not me... 


‘lm sorry." | mumble, tears starting to fall again. "l'm sorry.” 


"Oh, Steve." He drops to the floor next to me, taking the bottle away and pulling me into his lap. "Shhh, love, it's 


gonna be okay." 


He rubs soft, slow circles on my back with one hand and plays with my hair with the other. | hide my face in 
his chest. 


| can't do it" | hiccup. "Any of it. Phil, I'm gonna die." 

"Don't talk like that." 

I'm shaking at this point. What did he do with my vodka? 

"Steve, look at me. You are beautiful, strong, and talented. You can beat this thing." 


| meet his ice blue eyes with my own grey ones. He looks at me with so much love that | feel like he's piecing 


Together my soul with a glance. 

"Go away." | whisper hoarsely. "Please." 

Phil stands up, pulling me with him, and pushes my jacket off my shoulders. 

First thing's first, you need a shower. And then we'll go kick ass at the show. Sound good?" 

| let him take my clothes off, numbly registering that he's somehow gotten undressed too, and then the 
shower's on and he's stepping in behind me. His hands are all over me, holding me steady, rubbing soap up and 
down my body, making me feel for once like someone cares. 


"Is this okay?" He asks. | nod. It's more than okay. | wish he'd hold me like this forever. 


He gently washes my hair, and my hands are shaking so much that | nick my jaw shaving. He kisses the cut 
and | want to kiss his lips. 


| have before, many times. 


Phil picks out a clean pair of jeans from my suitcase and buckles my thick black leather belt-the only thing 
that keeps my jeans up these days. It won't be long now. 


“Alright, love, c'mon" He says as | pull on a clean t-shirt. It hangs loose on my overly slim frame. 


The ride to the venue is absolute hell. | want a drink, but Phil took my flask and dumped it down the sink. | 
want it so bad. | need it. 


The show goes by in a haze of bright lights and loud music. Funny how something | once loved has turned into 


a chore. | just want to go back to the hotel and drink myself to sleep. 

Phil has a busty blonde hanging off his arm, and he's shamelessly checking out her cleavage. | wonder what his 
wife would think? None of my concern. He'll be occupied with her for a while, which gives me time to get my 
fix. The bottle of smirnoff Joe just put down will do. 


| take it and slip out a back exit. 


In the alley, | drink. | drink until it's gone and l'm crying, because | know | shouldn't but | know | have to. My 


world is spinning and | go down hard on my knees. 
| wish he could save me. 

But he can't. 

No one can 


I'm not the one in the sun. 


